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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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TO prevent any Under Graduate from suspecting 
personal allusions, it is proper to observe that the following 
Poem was written five years ago; though the publication 
has, by circumstances neither pleasant to the Author nor 
interesting to the Public, been deferred to the present time. 


March, 1799. 
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My Scotia's wilds, unknowing and unknown, 
On silent wing my noon of life has flown, 

And evening bears me with declining light 

To the dread confines of sepulchral night, | 
That closes round with deep and deeper gloom, 
And palls me in the darkness of the tomb. 

Yet now, e'en now, when life in every sigh 
Ebbs, and the day-spring mocks my closing eye, 
Care haunts me slumbering on the couch of death, 
And the world mingles with my latest breath. 
For thee, my son, I ffear, whom Science calls 


From thy safe home, from these paternal walls, 


To cloister'd shades; where with alternate charms 


Instruction pleads, and pleasure sounds alarms. 

Still o'er thy future doom fond fancy roves, 

Conjecture strays in academic groves, 

And ceaseless thoughts my vain desire renew 

The living forms of}siren vice to view. 

Ah! bootless hope F explore the sacred page 

Which Nature opens to reflecting age, 

When vague encomgum rolls her tumid phrase, 

And stuns enquiry with the shouts of praise 

A thousand tongues} have echoed Granta's fame, 

But who shall speak her follies and her shame? 
50 f These 


These once portray'd, my ready task were done, 

That needs not dictate what to seek, but shun: 

Such the fair promise of thy youthful years, 

Such the glad record of these grateful tears. 
Dread, visionary queen, whose cloudy car 

At eve dim-twinkles thro' the dusky air, 

And ye, the Weird Sisters, ye whose wand 

Or potent voice the atrial tribes command, 

Whose spell the wants of absence can supply, 

And feast on scenes remote the curious eye, 

Oh! may soft pity move you to display 

The maze where pedants stalk, or idlers stray: 

With intuition's eye the Muse endow, 

Nor let me gaze to wonder, but to know. 

So shall my glance the chart of vice discern, 

Read from the life, and by inspection learn: 

So shall my parting words have strength to save, 

And all the father caution from the grave. 

The powers invok'd approve the fervent pray'r, 

And with indulgent haste relieve my care. 

While Hecate prepares each nameless charm 

To rule the shadowy train that round her swarm, 

Deep in her wizard cave pant toil and trouble; 

I see the fire burn and the Caldron bubble, 

See, high in air diffus'd, the mimic fume 

Each garb responsive to her voice assume, 

And as in varied pomp the visions float 

Mark every deed their vivid hues denote : 

My new born intuition soars sublime, 

And Granta's follies croud the warning rhyme. 
First I survey the stern divan that dwell 

In the lone horrors of yon silent cell, 
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Where dusty folios grace an unswept room, 

Where cobwebs cagt a consecrated gloom, 

Curves leagu'd with curvoids rusty falchions wield, 

And Calculation shakes her Gorgon shield, 

And Wit and Wisdpm their lost sons deplore, 

Whelm'd in the depths of analytic lore. 

The stern divan, on demonstration bent, 

Brook not that aught suspend the firm intent. 

History is trash, and Criticism a curse, 

And sage Philosophy, a babbling nurse. 

No grace can s0oth them, and no muse can move; 

Tis Milton sings but what does Milton prove ? 

Dead, but to specuflation, they behold 

Problems their murky mysteries unfold. 

Fancy disgusts : , scarce Truth herself can please: 

Not Newton chargis them in the mask of ease. 
The sapient council fades: with new surprize 

The changeful spell getains enquiring eyes. 

From tow'rs with deep investigation fraught 

[ turn to students mocent of thought, 

Save in the hopeful project to combine 

Health with excess;5-gnd happiness with wine. 

Yet sculls like thes6 are candidates for fame, 

And sheer frivolity\demands a name. 

Taught by themselves a coxcomb to discern, 

Congenial minds their mutual merit learn; 

Merit that soon, itgpatient to be known, 

Lords it in clubs, znd rages o'er the town. 

Clubs in full sail some tinsell'd pilot guides, 

Or titled insignificance presides. 

Confusion 1s the herald of their joys, 

Their mirth, obscègity, their reasoning, noise. 


While 
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While futile jests betray the dearth of brains, 
Inebriate frenzy fires their throbbing veins ; | 
True to their revels, vice asserts her claim, 
And riot slumbers in the tents of same. 

If e'er the fell materialist could find 
Subservient to his wish one human mind, 
Could he once hope to propagate his spleen, 
Or prove th' ethereal fire a dull machine, 
Could the wide range of place and time provide 
One blasted soul to ratify his pride; 
Here, here were tenements might well proclaim 
Their brutal inmates of terrestrial frame. 
In vain that imag'd majesty of Heav'n, 
The front sublime, and deathless soul were giv'n; 
Admitted vice profanes the fair abode, 
And demons revel in the house of God. 

Go then, and notoriety pursue, 
Quench every blush, and every pang subdue; 
With eager guilt chase the delusive fire, 
And in the gripe of infamy expire. 

My pensive thought a rushing sound awakes, 
Th' ingredients bubble and the Caldron quakes : 
The cavern, gleaming to the magic blaze, 

A legion of equestrian youth displays, 

True sons of Nimrod, who salute the morn 
With all the dissonance of hound and horn. 
Th' illustrious cavalry *tis Chiron leads, 


Chiron, like Troy, renown'd for generous steeds. 


Shall classic wreaths the brow of Chiron grace? 
His brow, whose soul is pupil to the chace ? 

The chace, that every sentiment inspires, 

Heroic metamorphosis requires: 
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Th' heroic metamerphosis he tries, 

And folly terimphs in a new disguise. 

The jockey uniform, the scarlet coat, 

A menac'd rival to his groom denote. 

He swears allegiance to the livery'd suit 

That dubs him an indisputable brute, 

Trusts to the fqx-hunt to erect his fame, 

And hurries, huxries to the goal of shame. 
& But how shall censure dare, some sophist cries, 

& To brand the soface of the good and wise ? 

«© Let observation, scan the Roman page, 

And in the sporgsman candour own the sage. 
Most true; for exercise awakens thought, 

iny in the-chace reflection sought; 

ight Hygeia crown industrious youth, 


In trowser\d majesty, his nymphs to court, 

Intrepid louhgers to the stream resort, 

That spurn th inglorious ease of Whist or Pam, 
And hurl defiance to the storms of Cam. | 
Some mount che broad-built sloop, while others woo 
The well-oar'd funney, or the slim canoo ; 

And oft to contest from debate they move, 

The merits of\ their several choice to prove. 

His oar each academic bargeman plies, 

And emulous hf fame the vessel flies; 

Their proud competitors unfurl the sail, 

Haul aft the qheet, and bless the rising gale, 

B 
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A sudden squall consigns them to the flood; 
And whelms the heroes in their kindred mud. 

With these co-equal the grave angler reigns, 

And rigid sway o'er baffled sense maintains. 

He sallies to the wave e' er morning shine, 

And on his task the western suns decline. 

The rod and line, with nice inspection bought, 
Claim (nor in vain) his utmost powers of thought. 
Not in the circle of a summer's day, 

One traitor moment from it's trust shall stray. 
His mind, a passive drudge, like clock-work, knows 
One course; nor sinks, nor soars, nor ebbs, nor flows. 
Blest apathy ! to man, he knows, remain 

Pain sooth'd by pleasure, pleasure gall'd by pain. 
Should slighted baits his wonted skill proclaim, 
Some lucky purchase may retrieve his fame: 

Or should capricious fortune deign to smile, 

And bites, successive bites, his hours beguile; 
Vet human honours mourn a transient date, 

And envious night suspends the work of fate. 
Homeward he hies, the day's vast labour done, 
And Alma Mater greets her mighty son. 

Her son thrice fortunate, could I rehearse 

So fair a vision in a Churchill's verse: 

Then should my lays his memory enshrine, 

And stamp his image on each nervous line. 

But say, mysterious powers, for ye can tell, 
What visions next engage your friendly spell? 
Shall new absurdities, in reason's spite, 

Extend the realms of literary night, 
And fresh caprices emulate the past? 


Or has exhausted folly rav'd her last? 
While 
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While thus the midnight sages I invoke, 
The labouring caldron pours a flood of smoke: 
At one presenting to the sicken'd eye 
The wilds of Cambridge and the fens of Quy. 
Marsltes that rival the Serbonian bog, 

A land of ditches, and a land of fog, 

Deserts which mere vacuity surrounds, 

And flat fields which a flat horizon bounds : 

A region that ne'er taught her sons to hail 

The shvéet varieties of hill and dale. 

The traveller dismay'd implores in vain 

Some mount, some mole-hill, to relieve his pain: 


In one wild waste the glimmering scene retires, 


And lingering hope reluctantly expires. 

Here gownsmen ramble, from the lectures lur'd, 
To chase ennui which study ne'er procur'd. 
Content each classic beauty they forego, 

To sink in bogs, or shiver in the snow; 

And ig the darling shooting dress can find 
Supreme amends for a neglected mind. 

Reasoi in vain decyphers the abuse, 

Pleasufe has charms, and pleasure can seduce: 
Pleasute, ne'er caught, yet ever in our view, 
The same in substance, yet in semblance new, 
Which all can execrate, yet all pursue. 

To their soft foe the busy triflers yield, 

Nor daes reflection page them to the field, 
While the staunch pointer scents the destin'd prey, 
And frequent devastation cheers their way. 

Yet confort flies them on the dreary waste, 
And wan fatigue assails regardless haste. 


"Twas 
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Twas thus, o'er Apennine's tempestuous brow, \ 
The Punic legions toil'd through worlds of snow: 
They brav'd the guardian fiends of Winter's throne, 
And Nature sunk, e'er warriors deign'd a groan. 
And as the stoutest bark must yield at last, 
When dark destruction bellows in the blast, ö 
So, what avails the huge fen- boot to save, 
When o'er it's summit foams the marshy wave? 
Insatiate, yet o erspent, they cease to roam; 
And weary, wet, benighted, labour home. 
Chill agues there to want of sleep invite, 
And torture tracks the footsteps of delight. 
Now through the foggy gloom my glances stray, 
Where distant tapers guide the glad survey. 
Some anxious student surely there reviews 
A Newton's system, or a Pindar's muse, : 
Or worn with abstinence, with watching pale, : 
Pursues the mazes of th' historic tale, 
The damp-worn scroll, or legendary rhyme; 
And stores his memory with the spoils of time. 
Ah! no—yon cell no learned tenant knows, 
Far other scene the powerful spells disclose: 
There round the flag of indolence enlist 
Professors of the Graces, and of Whist. 
Deaf to Philosophy, to feeling dead, 

A gamester's cares engross the student's head. 
Are such the duties of those sacred walls, 
Th' exertion this for which your country calls? 

Or dream ye that compassion can survey 
Without contempt your reason stak'd at play, 
Your morning leisure, and your evening toll, 
Prostrate in worship at the shrine of Hoyle ? 
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No: singe thus early your career is run, 
And dotàge in your opening bloom begun, 
Avoid the manly circles, and repair 
To the gay dupe, or antiquated fair. 
They with all conversation will dispense, 
And for your whist forgive the want of sense. 
Yet these, the mere apprentices of cards, 

Their trade with silent infamy rewards : 
Their petty trade, that longs in every face 
The lineaments of stern reproach to trace. 
Satire from them withholds the wish'd for boon, 
Th' allusive paragraph, or keen lampoon. 
Too mean for public censure to proclaim, 
From sense they vainly swerve in quest of shame. 
Counters they stake where fame requires a mine, 
And birth; plebeian wrecks the vast design. 

But fairer hopes attend yon splendid crew, 
Whose figrce effulgence next demands my view: 
Whose towering follies rank and wealth adorn 


Far, far above the vulgar herd upborne, 
Triumphant on the pillory of scorn. 

Their esfimate of happiness behold ! 

The carfls are brought, the tables groan with gold, 
The $0ps of opulence in wagers vie, 

And fgrtunes tremble on the dubious die. 
Philosophy, thine errors here discern, 

Hefe the true secret of enjoyment learn. 

Here madness blazes with meridian ray, 

And fashion riots in a full display: 
Ruin her gain, content the sacrifice, 

Procuring (such the œconomy of vice) | 
Unbounded misery at a boundless price. 
But 
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But see, the morning dawns : to horse, to horse, 
And let impatience stimulate your course. 
'Tis now no duty's odious voice that calls 
To mix in senate, or repel the Gauls ; 
'Tis gaming summons you to new delights, 
Newmarket waits you, and the turf invites. 
None there will freeze your ardour by neglect, 
For fortune is a passport to respect: 8 
Nor need your merits amplify the boast; 
He most has merited who wagers most. | 
Let others o'er a tedious lecture mope; ' 
For you ambition plans a nobler hope: | 
For you she flutters on elastic wings, 
While from defeat ideal victory springs, 
And leads her pleas'd noviciates by the nose 
To bet with Princes, and with Princes lose. 
Nor with the course your exaltation ends, 
For ducal sharpers swarm and Hell“ befriends. 
Eo entwines her labyrinths of play, 
And night compleats the ruin of the day. 

When Spain's Armada Heav'n itself defy'd, 
Advancing at the trump of Papal pride, 
The fiends of Superstition to release 
And venerate in blood the Prince of Peace, 
Britannia's might but why should Britons tell 
What Spain's dejected grandeur speaks so well ? 
Again, when her own sons in vengeance rose, 
And the sun beam'd not but on Albion's foes ; 
Firm in herself the bolts of death she hurl'd, 
Nor knew $he how to fear a banded world, 


* Gaming room at Newmarket, 
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The wond'rous tale plebeian ardour fires, 

The nation burns to emulate her sires. 

Arise, my Lords, the gallant patriots head, 

Go, bleed for glory, as your fathers bled; 

Arise, my Lords; your country calls away, 

And Honour sickens at the base delay. _ 

Does Science lead you with maternal arms 

Far from the glorious thunder of alarms ? 

Or shall we to the gaming room repair, 

And blush to find the lurking motive there? 
Oh! thou, whose glories to the dust decline, 

While Britaln claims the prize that once was thine, 

Genius of Spain, whose sullen anguish lours 

O'er Calpe's confines and Gibraltar's towers, 

Soon may thy soul a vengeful transport know, 

Nor grudge the laurel on Old England's brow : 

Too soon may vice thy rival's praise entomb, 

And Albion's luxury reverse thy doom. 

Approach, perturbed shade, to sooth thy woes 

Survey the conclave where our sons repose ; 

Princes and Dukes, and Baronets and Squires, 

Lost in the croud of jockeys, gamesters, liars. 

Hence thy despair a kindly solace draws : 

Yet while our vices thus avenge thy cause, 

E'en for thy foes compassion heaves a sigh, 

And pleasure, halt-chastis'd, relumes thine eye. 
But ye, whose God is sloth, and shame your guide, 

Who blast the wreath for which your fathers died, 

Dream not of comfort in the maddening bowl, 

Nor trust your honours to the titled scroll. 

No riot can protect from misery's fangs ; 

The brief delay but aggravates your pangs. 

Nor 
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Nor wealth nor peerage your disgrace can shroud, 
Scorn at the fond pretension laughs aloud : 
Reason your usurpation shall abase 
And brand you with ineffable disgrace. | 
But why thus plead, (and plead, Heay'n knows, in 
voain) BY 8 1 
When varying visions ask a vary'd strain? 
A conflict dire the gath*ring fumes display, 
The clash of coaches, and the carman's fray. 
Far from his tutor fled, from reason far, 
See the gay charioteer ascend his car | 
And tow'r in all the panoply of war. 
So meteors from th' ethereal cope of night, 
Shoot to the grosser earth their transient light. 
See the gay charioteer to praise aspire, 
His elbows squaring with a master's fire. 
Fearless of obstacles, he sweeps along, 
Threads the nice pass, and thunders thro' the throng. 
Ah! blind to fate, his triumph soon he rues: 
Fame in a driver's guise his flight pursues: 
Salutes her minion with the horsewhip's smack, 
And writes her livid honours on his back. 
Others there are, think genius best display'd 
In robbing coachmen of an honest trade ; 
Knights of the whip, whose inauspicious care 
To dislocation dooms their hapless fare. 
Let fear reprieve you from th' ill-starr'd machine, 
Nor trust a sev'nfold cape or cautious mien, 
Kind heav'n preserve you from such want of sense! 
Vour necks are forfeit for your confidence. 
But thou whom madness fills with all her fires, 
Whom fashion flatters, and success inspires, 
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Tho' rivals, forc'd the contest to decline, 
Should to their brother whip the box resign; 
Vet deem not this for conscious pride a cause, 
Nor dare to riot in thine own applause, 
But spare a blush, if thou hast sense to feel, 
For thine own image in the page of Steele: 
He with a sage's fire and courtier's wit 
Brandish'd his quill, and blasted as he writ. 
When folly's praise had blister'd every tongue, 
His satire mark'd the bounds of right and wrong, 
And Templars, converts to a nobler aim, 
Preferr'd the woolsack to a coachman's name, 
Yet now the just derision pleads in vain, 
And error, banish'd once, obtrudes again. 
Thus human pride the path of truth deserts, 
One age reforms us, and the next perverts. 
Caprices oft, like heresies, revive, 
And while mankind exists must folly thrive. 
Now teems the charmed vase ; with curious eyes 
I view the two arch-loungers as they rise. 
The former, lord of Gotham's wide domains, 
Amidst her sons, a pompous cypher, reigns : 
Yet, cypher as he is, to fame well-known, 
And ridicule has mark'd him for her own. 
At home, abroad, beheld ; by night, by day; 
Unwearied affectation marks his way. 
In vain the college bell to matins calls, 
His presence graces not the sacred walls; 
To pray with hair unpowder'd he disdains, 
Though Heav'n invite him, the friseur detains : 
At length the toilet ends ; at length compleat 
The Phcoenix issues and parades the street, | 
C Expands 
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Expands his plumage to the public gaze, 
His air, his gaiety, his dress displays, 
And listening to discreet advice for once 
Assumes the puppy to conceal the dunce. 
Thus with laborious ease, and careless art, 
The grinning puppet struts and stares its part, 
Till with the toils of indolence o'erspent, 
It reels to bed and slumbers well content 
In having fool'd it to it's utmost bent. 

His doughty rival stalks with sullen mien, 
A brow of wrinkles, and an eye of spleen, 
Plays with his gown, and braves the general stare, 
With dress dishevell'd and contemptuous air ; 
His cap all shatter'd, and his gown all rent, 
Where er he turns diffuse astonishment. 
In pride of clownish negligence he walks, 
Laughs at a straw, and without meaning talks. 
What tho' Noverre his early grace refin'd, 
And Science foster'd his expanding mind ? 
What tho', unhappy youth, to him were giv'n 
The lavish bounties of indulgent Heay'n? 
In his unvary'd sloth they meet their grave, 
And folly buries what perfection gave. 
Yet such his worth as ever must ensure 
Friends to deplore whom they despair to cure. 
Oft at his long-neglected hours he storms ; 
Reflects, repents, resolves—why not reforms ? 
In the same mold to different ends conspire 
The gnome of sluggards and a soul of fire. 
At noon he fascinates : at night offends : 
Friendship must blame, while satire's self commends. 
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Such the proud leaders; whom a motley crew, 
Of meaner note, yet equal vice pursue; 
Who finding all access to nobler pride 
By native insignificance deny d, 
Can stoop contented to the basest aim, 
Hug their disgrace, and glory in their shame. 
No object, save the waste of time, they know; 
(For time, the common friend, is deem'd their foe) 
All pleasure (save from virtuous deeds) they court, 
To every place (except the church) resort, 
And unremitting urge each strange pursuit, 
That sinks humanity beneath the brute. 

Awake, insensate nothings, from your dream, 
Nor live the satirist's exhaustless theme, 
Nor let your hours in dark oblivion roll, 
Th' important hours of an immortal soul. 
Due to your God, your Country, and your Friends, 
Each hour a blessing sooths, or curse attends, 
And reason bleeds each moment to deplore: 
Each flies incessant, but returns no more. 
Your lavish'd time defeats a guardian's care, 
A sister's presage, or a parent's pray'r, 
Your opening prospects with disgrace o'erclouds, 
And in despair the dawn of promise shrouds. 
What power shall bend you to the rule of right? 
Shall scorn intimidate, or praise invite ? 
Or, if ye reck not shame, nor honour prize, 
Shall pleasure's self forewarn you to be wise? 
Pleasure, that leads in her delusive train, 
A blasted manhood, and old age of pain ? 
Oh dread the furies that avenge her course, 
The pangs of shame, and horrors of remorse, 

| Fruitless 
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Fruitless remorse, whose tortur'd thoughts deplore 
All blessings wither'd, and all hope no more. 
But ah ! reflection owns with tears how vain 
Th' instruction squander'd on the worthless train, 
And reason mocks the desperate hope that tries 
To cure those fools who to themselves seem wise. 
Th” exhausted Caldron now with fainter hue 
Scarce bodies forth it's fume in visions new. 
Half-viewless, in gigantic-pomp they float, 
Fit emblems of the boasters they denote ; 
Just known to Science, menials in her train, 
Shallow yet pert, and ignorant tho” vain : 
Mark their quaternion rise, portentous scene, 
And close in long review the vicious and the mean. 
Loud buz the drones, expell'd from learning's hive, 
On fragments feed, in self-complacence thrive, 
O'er lavish wilds of classic sweets presume, 
And suck thro' poison'd tubes the rich perfume. 
Foes to reflection, yet of prying mold, 
And spite of error, in conjecture bold; 
By their own indolence condemn'd to pine 
In heavier toils than felons in the mine, 
Roaming with hopeless diligence to find 
Some dear concealment for th' uncultur'd mind. 
Sooner to him shall reason cry encore, 
Who tells a ten times told dull tale once more, 
Than to these witlings, who with borrow'd light 
Gild the meridian gloom of mental night, 
To modern dross Virgilian ore transmute, 
With asses milk th' ambrosial stream dilute, 
Retail distill'd quotations, and admire 
An unread Lucian's salt or Homer's fire; 
Eager 


21 


Eager to speak, imperious to decide, 

Tho” dull, declaim, tho' purblind, scorn a guide, 

| Thro' sophistry's eternal mazes run, 

In quibbles lurk, or parry with a pun. 

Master of all impertinence affords, | 

Stranger to things, yet vers'd in wars of words, 

Their flashing ign'rance just avails to show 

The nothingness of all they seem to know. 

Th' exotic politicians next advance, 

Rear'd in the hot-bed of regenerate France, 

Whose philosophic minds, - in youth mature, 

Their sworn allegiance but perforce endure, 

And groan for happier times when laws shall cease, 

And anarchy import the seeds of peace ; 

External peace to civil discord guide, 

And murder be exchang'd for parricide. 

Is Albion ill at ease ? Sangrado's skill, 

Profuse phlebotomy, shall cure or kill. 

Such was the balm of Gallia's tortur'd frame 

When Mercy shudder'd at a Danton's name. 

A legislator, by no laws confin'd, 

Who wrote in blood the charter of mankind ; 

Bade o'er a frighted land destruction glare, 

\ And revell'd in the death-shrieks of despair, 
Yet this the sage benign, the general friend, 
Instructing boys the schemes of age to mend, 
Whose metaphysic code false patriots teach, 
Rave as he raves, and as he preaches preach. 
No nonsense tires them, and no falsehood shocks, 
Staunch friends of novelty and paradox; 
They force the towers of common sense by storm 
And rear in clouds the fabric of reform, 
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O yet your faithless monitor forsake, 
Experienc'd guides and virtuous tutors take : 
Hence to your books; and in those mirrors learn 
The drift of all ye censure to discern. | 
Maturer reason shall unfold the truth, \ 
And kind oblivion veil misguided youth. 

But thou, my son, with happier omens grace 
The long-drawn lustre of thine honour'd race. 
Thine heart, that gladdens at the storm of arms, 
Still let thy country share with learning's charms, 
Instruct, should danger call, the sword to wield, 
And lead thee from the cloister to the field. 

True to thy blood, and rival to thy sires, 

Cherish the flame which inborn worth inspires. 
Let loyalty confront sedition's boast, 

And shine an Abdiel midst the faithless host, 
And spite of scorn, and spite of falsehood, show 
That one dares act what others coldly know. 
Then shall the hero's joy thy virtues own, 

Tho' not in arms, yet brethren in renown ; 

Thee shall the extatic trump of praise proclaim, 
And Albion's lyre shall consecrate thy name, 
And hovering Glory shower on thy career 

The deathless fame that crowns the British Volunteer. 

Rous'd at the sacred name, my martial rage | 
Repels disease, and renovates old age; 5 
Fancy assumes the shield and nods the crest, 

And all the patriot kindles in my breast. 

Now, sad reverse, my fainting ardours mourn, 
And age and sickness with my cares return: 

No more the pulse beats high, or raptures glow, 
Despondence weeps, and blood forgets to flow. 


Ah 
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Ah! envious grief, why thus my joys control, 
Why check the rising transports of my soul? 
Why fades the ruddy bloom of young desire, 
And fears paternal damp the warrior's fire ?— 
Lo, tis the wither'd hand of wan surprize 
That beckons to the vase my loathing eyes, | 
Loathing and blasted as the pharitoms rise. | 
Sailing aloft they thicken on the view, 
A vain, presumptuous, dark, malignant crew, | 
Changeful as flame, yet still to falsehood true. 
Their eager wits with limping swiftness move, 
Bold to assert, but impotent to prove: 
Weak to convince, impatient to confute, 
They trick their quibbles out in tissu'd suit, 
And gild absurdity with reason's rays, 
Like lead transmuted in th' alchymic blaze. 
With more than Titan's pride, their rebel sense 
Corrects (oh Granta blush) Omnipotence, 
Profaning every power his bounty gave, 
To mock his wisdom, or his wrath to brave. 

Mourn, History, that in Hume's or Gibbon's page, 
The dark assassin mingled with the sage, 
Willing to strike, to stab, yet slave to fear, 
Lurk'd in the sordid ambush of a sneer, 
Tutor'd with coward head the murderer's heart, 
Veil'd in philanthropy the deadly dart, 
And shower'd, while Faith unguarded pac'd the field, 
His missile treachery on the Christian's shield. 

Seek ye for guilt that may with this compare ? 
See Gallia canonize the sage Voltaire, 

Voltaire 
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Voltaire, the smiling villain, fawning foe, 
Who spake of peace, and aim'd the murderer's blow; 
Whose canker'd search, elaborate in crime, 
Stumbled with erring haste from clime to clime, 
Glean'd from the refuse of each looser age 
The thin mosaic of his glittering page, 
And drain'd the black recesses of his soul 
To grace and taint the philosophic bowl. 
Others have been renown'd, but he supreme, 
Deep-fraught with sin, and practis'd to blaspheme. 
Some flee, some slight, some war *gainst themes divine: 
But he with impious worship mock'd the shrine, 
Troubled with feet unblest the fount of life, 
And tower'd a victor in the miscreant strife. 

In these, the sworn seducers of mankind, 
For yon proud shades an archetype I find. 
A thousand marks their kindred worth proclaim, 
Their power, how different, but their end the same. 
Nor ye, the fluttering scorn of Granta's youth, 
Shrink from the summons of insulted truth, 
Nor plead for innocence the want of skill, 
That wounds full oft, yet lacks the strength to kill. 
Vice, weakness, arrogance, entail disgrace, 
And brand an infidel in every face. 

Here shall I pause? How pause, when deep'ning 

crimes | 

Demand the voice of these indignant rhymes ? 
 Horror—what grisly forms appal my sight 
| Scorch'd with the sulphurous blasts of Stygian night? 


Haste, 
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Haste, haste, Oblivion, with impervious gloom, 
And sweep their legions to thy central tomb. 
Atheist !—e'en at the word see Nature frown, 
And Hell with all her worlds their host disown. 
Oh! skill'd to stifle truth, and blazon lies, 
Who court from infamy the name of wise, 
Who grudge your brethren an untainted mind, 
And, blind yourselves, desire the rest to blind, 
Who trace no Godhead in the varied year, 4 
But in the stars high-ruling chance revere; 
Resolv'd all demonstration to deny, 
And to profess impossibility, 
Who frame, to reason and reflection lost, 
A creed of contraries in chaos tost ; 
Matter, a shade ; existence, but a dream ; 
Wisdom, to sin; and virtue, to blaspheme. 
Ye brave untam'd, that never bow'd the knee, 
Ye, the self-titled, falsely-titled free, 
Who, slaves to passion, freedom's hope forego, 
And spurn the promis'd antidote of woe, 
Say what th' attendants of your frantic course 
Coward impiety, conceal'd remorse. 
Oh! say, if aught avail from fears to save, 
Of the dread Power that rules beyond the grave ? 
Boast ye rich trophies, fair exploits of pride, 
Religion ridicul'd, your God defy'd ? 
Corroding conscience the vain boast belies ; _ 
The heart confessing what the tongue denies. 
Oh! depth of vice, which virtue fears to name, 
Th' extreme of folly, and th' abyss of shame, 
D Repent, 
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Repent, e'er slumbering thought awake to feel 
Woes which no joy suspends, no balm can beal; 
F'er thronging fears thy fury shall control, 
And pangs infernal grasp thy shrieking soul, 
E'er conscious cureless horrors ehoak each pray'r, 
And hope herself be herald to despair: 
Despair, that springs to liſe as hope expires, 
And fans the vengeance of eternal fires. 
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